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the King's Head at Mambeth march, and had variety of meats and drinks, but I did so towse her and handled her, but could get nothing more from her though I was very near it; but as wanton and bucksome as she is she dares not adventure upon the business, in which I very much commend and like her. Staid pretty late, and so over with her by water, and being in a great sweat with my towsing of her durst not go home by water, but took coach, and at home my brother and I fell upon Des Cartes, and I perceive he has studied him well, and I cannot find but he has minded his book, and do love it. This evening came a letter about business from Mr. Coventry, and with it a silver pen he promised me to carry inke in, which is very necessary. So to prayers and to bed.
6th. Up and was angry with my maid Hannah for keeping the house no better, it being more dirty now-u-days than ever it was while my whole family was together.    So to my office, whither Mr. Coventry came and Sir William Pen, and we sat all the morning.    This day Mr. Coventry borrowed of me my manuscript of the Navy.    At noon I to the 'Change, and meeting with Sir W. Warren, to a coffeehouse, and there finished a contract with him for the office, and so parted, and I to my cozen  Mary Joyce's1 at a gossiping, where much company and good cheer.    There was the King's Falconer, that lives by Paul's, and his wife, an ugly pusse, but brought him money.    He speaking of the strength of hawkes, which will strike a fowle to the ground with that force that shall make the fowle rebound a great way from ground, which no force of man or art can do, but it was very pleasant to hear what reasons he and another, one Ballard, a rich man of the same Company of Leathersellers of which the Joyces are, did give for this. Ballard's wife, a pretty and a very well-bred woman, I took occasion to kiss several times, and she to carve, drink, and show me great respect.    After dinner to talk and laugh.    I drank no wine, but sent for some water, the beer not being good.    A fiddler was sent for, and there one Mrs. Lurkin, a neighbour, a good, and merry poor woman, but a very tall woman, did dance and show such tricks that made us
1 Mary, wife of William Joyce. in his sailing to Ilolyhead, and that he was desired to give an extract of these letters to he registered (Birch's " History of the Royal Society," vol. i., p. 287).("Peerage of Ireland," vol. ii., p. 352), "in 1663 raised his reputation
